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      The cold air sent an icy chill down Brad Morris’s spine despite his layers of warm clothes. The starless sky and the choppy harbor below made it feel more like the Arctic than the Pacific Northwest. And the light drizzle of rain didn’t help matters.

      “Are you sure about this?” Faye leaned over the edge, making the rowboat rock even more than it already was. “What if someone sees us?”

      “Nobody will. That’s why I chose this spot. No people or cameras.”

      “Have you dumped other bodies out here before?”

      Brad drew in a deep breath as he continued rowing. His muscles burned and his three-ibuprofen headache still lingered. “Don’t ask questions if you aren’t sure you want the answers.”

      His wife sighed. “How much farther?”

      “Just a little more.” He rowed in silence for about five minutes before stopping. “This is a good spot. Nice and deep.”

      “Are you sure nobody will find him?”

      “Yes.” Brad pulled in the oars and looked over the plastic tarp, chains, and weights between the two of them. If his eyes hadn’t adjusted, he wouldn’t be able to see any of it. “You ready?”

      Faye only made a noise.

      “Is that a yes?”

      “I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

      “We don’t have another choice. Not if we want to keep our daughter from spending the rest of her life in jail.”

      “But it was self-defense. Surely any judge would understand that.”

      “Nate didn’t have a weapon. I checked.”

      “He was threatening her with a video.” Faye’s voice wobbled. “He’d been antagonizing her, following her all night. Not to mention Nate’s dad had threatened her before that.”

      “Hadley killed Nate. And she doesn’t have a mark on her. This is the only thing we can do. Are you going to help me with this?”

      “Yes.”

      The thick plastic crinkled as Brad inched his hands underneath the corpse. “Let’s get this over with. We still have to get home and take care of everything there.”

      “I hope Hadley managed to fall asleep.” Faye sighed before the plastic rumpled on her side.

      Brad felt around the plastic and chains, until he was sure he had a good hold underneath the shoulders. “Ready to lift?”

      “I can’t believe we’re doing this. Allison was my friend.”

      He understood Faye’s distress — he wasn’t a monster — but this wasn’t the time to be sentimental. “It’s done. We need to think about our family now. Lift on three.”

      “Okay.”

      The chain clanked on the wood as Faye struggled with her end.

      Brad shouldn’t have let her help. He was used to doing these jobs on his own.

      Too late now.

      “One. Two. Thr⁠—”

      “Wait.”

      He jolted to a stop. “What?”

      “The boat won’t tip over, will it?”

      “No.”

      “You’re sure?”

      “Yes.” He tried to keep the edge out of his voice. “I’m serious about needing to get this done. One⁠—”

      “How do we know nobody will find out we were out here?”

      “Our phones are home, remember? If anyone needs to check the location, we were there all night. I didn’t even go to the park to clean up Hadley’s mess. Come on.”

      Faye sniffled.

      “One. Two.”

      She gasped.

      “Three.” Brad hefted his end up. It was more than twice as heavy, thanks to the weights he’d placed under the plastic. They’d used several rolls of the most waterproof tape he had, and that added to the load.

      Once the body was in the air, Brad inched toward the edge. “We’ll swing and then throw. Again, on three. Ready?”

      “Yes.” Her voice squeaked.

      Brad wanted to kick himself for bringing her. He should’ve had her stay home with Hadley. “One. Two. Three!”

      The boat rocked as they swung Nate’s body.

      “Now.” He let go.

      It fell straight down, splashing them as the boat rocked violently.

      He inched over to Faye and wrapped his arms around her. “I’m sorry I didn’t insist you stay home.”

      She shook. “I’m just as involved with this as you are.”

      “You aren’t used to this type of thing.” He pulled out a flashlight and shined it on the water.

      The body was already submerged, surfacing bubbles the only sign of its descent.

      Faye snuggled closer. “No fish can get in there and chew off a finger or toe? Someone could find that and identify Nate.”

      “Nothing is getting inside that plastic.”

      “What if someone does find the body? Will there be any evidence linking to us? A stray fingerprint? Anything Hadley left behind? We can’t possibly know about a stray hair. Or⁠—”

      Brad kissed her forehead. “No fingerprints, no hairs. But that doesn’t matter since it won’t be found.”

      “How do you know?”

      “Because I’m that good. Have a seat. We need to get home and check on Hadley.”

      As he started rowing, Faye sniffled again.

      He moved closer to the middle. “Come sit over here.”

      She snuggled against him, shaking as she choked back sobs. “How can you be so calm?”

      “I’ve been doing this for years.”

      “Dumping bodies in the harbor?”

      “Dealing with bodies.”

      “You always have to get rid of them?”

      He rowed harder, eager to reach the shore. “No. I usually leave them to be discovered. But I’ve gotten rid of enough to know what I’m doing.”

      Faye shuddered. “I still can’t believe you’ve been doing this for so many years.”

      “I’m making the world a safer place. Everyone is better off without the kind of people I’m assigned to kill.”

      “But Nate …”

      “He shouldn’t have been threatening Hadley.”

      “That didn’t call for his murder!”

      “It was an accident. You saw the look of horror in Hadley’s eyes as she told us about it. What happened, happened. Now we have to protect our daughter. Right now that’s all that matters.”

      “I can’t believe she killed him.”

      Brad couldn’t either, but didn’t want to upset Faye further. “Accidents do happen.”

      “This is going to scar her for life! How is she going to live with this? She can’t exactly talk to her therapist.”

      “I’ll be her sounding board. My first kill stuck with me for a while. I know what it’s like.”

      Faye sighed loudly.

      “She’ll get through this. I promise.”

      “This has been the worst year ever. And it isn’t halfway through yet.”

      “It’ll get better.”

      “You do realize we’ll be grandparents by the time it’s over, don’t you? Hadley’s still insisting on having that baby.”

      Brad rubbed her back. “Let’s think about one thing at a time. Right now, we need to get home and make sure our daughter is okay. Then I have to double-check the park and make sure all the blood is gone.”

      “What about traces that you can’t see?”

      Pressure squeezed behind his eyes. “I have the technology to look. Like I said, I know what I’m doing. I’ve never been caught, and only suspected when framed.”

      “What are we going to do if people start questioning us?”

      “I’ll handle that.”

      “But someone could question me at work. Or Hadley, at school.”

      “You’ll be ready when that time comes.”

      Thankfully, she let it go and silence settled between them. The only sound was the oars gliding through the water.

      It gave him the time to finally think. There were so many new angles he needed to consider. Protecting his daughter and wife were number one. Hadley had killed a teenager, Faye was an accomplice in covering it up — and they had zero training.

      He would need to teach them everything he knew about dealing with the cops. It was yet to be seen if they could handle the pressure. But none of them had any choice.

      There couldn’t be a single slip-up.

      The oars made contact with the ground.

      Now it was time to find out what they were all made of.
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      The house was quiet as Brad and Faye slid off their shoes and jackets. With any luck, all three kids would be sleeping. Brad couldn’t wait to climb into bed and sleep on it before talking to Hadley. But he still needed to go back and give the park a thorough onceover.

      His muscles throbbed with every step upstairs. As much as he wanted to send Faye to check on Hadley, it wouldn’t be fair to either of them. Brad was the only one with the experience to deal with that conversation.

      Good thing he was working from home. No way he could deal with going into BlueBlade after a night like this. Faye should take the day off. Hadley would definitely be staying home from school. That would give them the weekend to recover — and for Brad to prepare them for what came next.

      After checking on Zeke and Luna, Faye took Brad by the hand. “They’re sleeping. Are you ready to check on Hadley?”

      “She’s probably out, too.”

      “We can only hope. I don’t know how she’d be able to sleep.”

      “Just like we will — because of pure exhaustion.” Brad turned the knob and slowly opened the door. Faint light shone through the crack.

      “She’s still up?” Faye whispered.

      “Probably went to sleep with her desk light on.” He stepped inside the dim room, and a floorboard creaked under his weight.

      Hadley bolted upright. “Dad?”

      “Go back to sleep, hon.” He fixed her covers.

      “Did you … move it?”

      “It’s taken care of. Don’t worry about it.”

      She clutched the blankets. “What did you do?”

      “Put it somewhere nobody will ever find it.”

      “How can you be so sure?”

      Brad stopped himself from saying he knew what he was doing.

      Faye sat next to Hadley and wrapped her arms around her. “How are you doing?”

      “I can’t believe I killed Nate.” Tears spilled onto her face.

      Brad sat next to Faye. “Don’t say that.”

      “But I did.”

      “We can’t risk anyone else hearing.”

      “Who would? And it isn’t like I’m going to say anything to anyone else. Are you sure I’m not going to jail?”

      “Yes. You need to trust us.”

      “What’s going to happen when the police start looking for him? His aunt probably already knows he’s missing.”

      “She might think he’s just breaking curfew. Teenagers sneak out all the time, right?” He stared at her stomach, the swelling proof of her many nights sneaking next door.

      Hadley looked away.

      Faye played with Hadley’s hair. “We’re going to take care of everything. The only thing we want you to worry about is taking care of yourself.”

      “What about school?”

      “We’ll have the teachers assign you work to do at home.”

      “Again?” Hadley glanced between the two of them. “Won’t that look suspicious?”

      “Not when you’ve been having health issues,” Brad said.

      “But people saw us talking after school. They’ll know I’m guilty.”

      “Nobody knows anything,” Brad said. “Let’s go over the events from the time you saw Nate at school.”

      “Again?”

      Faye pulled her closer. “We need to make sure we understand everything.”

      Hadley sighed dramatically and went over the same story she’d already told them, keeping every detail straight from the moment they ran into each other after school to him following her after she left and eventually to her accidental killing. Nothing had changed between any of the tellings, so she was giving them the truth.

      “That isn’t the story we’ll tell anyone,” Brad told Hadley. “You two had an awkward conversation but left on good terms. Then you went to the library and that restaurant, but you won’t tell anyone about seeing him.”

      “What if they track his location on his phone or car?”

      “Won’t happen.”

      “How do you know?”

      “I took care of them both.”

      Hadley gave him a double-take. “You moved his car?”

      “Yes, and it’s too old to have tracking. We’re lucky Wes made him buy a clunker as a first car.”

      “But his phone⁠—“

      “Cell coverage is so spotty around the park, they’ll be able to tell he was in the neighborhood, but they won’t be able to pinpoint him there.”

      “What did you do with it?”

      “You don’t need to worry about the details. The less you know, the better.”

      “What about traffic cams?”

      “They just prove you and Nate took similar routes.”

      “What if there’s footage of him at the library or the restaurant?”

      Faye rubbed her temples. “I never thought of any of this. What about your phone?”

      “Burner from BlueBlade.” Brad turned to Hadley. “Did you talk to him at either place?”

      Hadley shook her head.

      “If anyone notices, all they’ll figure out is that he was following you.” He stared at her. “You didn’t interact with him after you left the school.”

      She nodded.

      “Let me hear you say it.”

      “I didn’t see him after talking to him at school.”

      Brad went over more details, making sure she knew exactly what to say when someone started asking questions. Once he was convinced she had the new story down, he kissed her forehead. “Lay down, kiddo. We all need our rest.”

      Hadley wrapped her arms around herself. “I don’t know if I can ever sleep again.”

      “You will. Just remember that we’ll make sure nothing happens to you.”

      She frowned, but did lie down.

      Faye tucked her in, and after Hadley closed her eyes, Brad followed her to their room.

      “I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to sleep again either,” she said.

      “You will.” He rubbed her shoulders. “We all have plenty of experience speaking with the cops, thanks to me being framed for both Duke and Allison’s murders.”

      Her eyes widened. “What if they try pinning this on you?”

      “It won’t hold up — just like the other two. I was nowhere near the kid. I think the last time our paths crossed was at Allison’s funeral.”

      “What if they do suspect Hadley?”

      He kissed her forehead. “There won’t be any evidence. Speaking of that, I need to get to the park.”

      “What if someone sees you going there? That’ll be suspicious.”

      Brad pulled his black hoodie up over his head. “Same as earlier — I’m taking the long route through the woods and avoiding all doorbell cams. It’s going to take three times as long, but it’s the only option.”

      “Maybe I should go with you.”

      “No — what I mean is, you get your rest.”

      “You need sleep, too.”

      “I can sleep in the morning. It’s fine. This is more important.”

      She started to say something.

      He brushed his lips across hers. “Climb into bed. I’ll be back before you know it.”

      “You just said it’ll take three times as long.”

      “And you won’t miss me because you’ll be in dreamland.” He pulled the covers around her and went to the bathroom to prepare for round two.
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      Zeke pushed the covers off and stared at the alarm blaring across the room. When that one went off, he had to get up right away. He rubbed his eyes and pushed unruly hair out of his face.

      Something in the air felt out of sorts. Not that he believed in that woo-woo crap, but the feeling was definitely there. Maybe a bad dream lingering. That had to be it.

      He forced his legs over the bed and pressed his feet on the cold hardwood.

      The alarm kept screaming at him.

      “I’m coming!” He turned it off and grabbed some clothes from the floor. They didn’t smell bad and he hadn’t worn his favorite gaming shirt all week, so nobody would bother him. He’d see if he could get Mom to do his laundry. It was his job, but more than half the time she’d do it if he pestered her enough.

      Two steps into the hallway, he froze in place. Something was definitely off. The smells from Hadley’s bathroom products should’ve overpowered him as soon as the door opened, and music should be coming from behind her closed door.

      Instead, everything was dark and quiet. As he passed the bedrooms, all were closed except Luna’s. Only the seven-year-old was awake?

      Life was beginning to feel like a video game. And he’d just accepted the quest to figure out what on earth was going on.

      He put his clothes on the odorless bathroom’s counter, noting the lack of moisture on the mirrors. No dampness on the floor or in the shower.

      His parents weren’t letting Hadley stay home again, were they? She was getting all the luck these days. Maybe what Zeke needed was to get into real trouble. That seemed to be the way to his parents’ attention.

      He crept down the hall and pressed his ear against his older sister’s door.

      Silence.

      If she wasn’t getting ready, she wasn’t going to school today.

      She got all the breaks.

      He looked in Luna’s room. Dolls were spread everywhere, and both Mittens the cat and Grandma’s dog Bingo were sleeping on the bed. Grandma was still in the hospital — otherwise Bingo would be in the guest room and she’d be downstairs making everyone breakfast.

      Zeke went to his parents’ door and listened. Dad was snoring. He’d been working from home lately, but was usually up to see everyone off. Why would he still be sleeping? Had he been up late? Maybe something had gone wrong.

      His stomach dropped. Something hadn’t happened with Grandma, had it?

      He raced to the guest room and flung open the door. Everything was as she’d left it before falling down the stairs and being rushed to the emergency room.

      That didn’t tell him anything.

      Zeke went downstairs. Cartoons sounded, not that it surprised him. He already knew Luna was awake.

      A drawer closed in the kitchen.

      He hurried in to find Mom pouring cereal in a bowl.

      “Luna! Come eat!” She shook her head at him. “Why aren’t you dressed?”

      “Why isn’t Hadley going to school?”

      “She had a long night.”

      “Puking?”

      Luna skipped into the room, sat at her place, and dug into her food. “Who’s puking?”

      “Nobody.” Mom glared at Zeke. “You know you aren’t supposed to talk about her pregnancy to anyone outside of the family. Right?”

      “Yes. You’ve made that abundantly clear. Doesn’t make it right that she gets to stay home so much.”

      “That isn’t your call. Why aren’t you dressed? Your bus is going to be here soon.”

      “I have to take the bus?” His stomach twisted at the thought. Some of the wrestlers were on his route, and they always gave him a hard time.

      “Yes. Hurry up.”

      He grumbled as he headed out of the kitchen.

      “And make sure you eat some cereal! It’s the most important meal of the day.”

      Normally, he’d be glad for the opportunity to pick a sugary cereal, but with everything else going on, it only irritated him. Just another way that everything was off.

      He got ready and listened for activity in Hadley’s room again. It was beyond unfair that she got away with so much. She’d snuck out of the house for who knew how long to sleep with Duke next door, and now she was pregnant with the dead twenty-five-year-old’s baby. And their parents were letting her skip school because of it.

      But if she didn’t show up for her precious play’s rehearsals, she’d get cut from the star role. At least that would be fair. Besides, did she really think she could actually pull that off? She would start showing her pregnancy at some point if she was serious about keeping the baby.

      Between Hadley and Grandma, their family was so screwed up. No wonder they were all in counseling.

      “Zeke!” Mom’s voice came from downstairs.

      He groaned, grabbed his backpack from his room, and trudged downstairs.

      “You don’t have time to eat before getting on the bus.” She handed him a package of organic toaster pastries. Because being organic made them so much healthier. “Take these.”

      “Seriously? We’re not allowed to eat on the bus.”

      “You should’ve thought about that before you took so long getting ready.”

      “You could drive me, you know.”

      “Honey, I can’t. Not today. I’m sorry.” She gave him a hug and nudged him toward the door. “Maybe tomorrow.”

      He glared at her. “This all sucks.”

      “You have no idea.”

      Zeke noticed how exhausted she looked. She’d covered dark circles under her eyes with makeup and her shirt was wrinkled. Her clothes were never less than perfect — it was obvious where Hadley got that habit from.

      “You okay?” he asked.

      She drew in a deep breath and looked lost in thought for a moment before nodding. “Everything will be fine. Hurry up. I think I hear your bus.”

      He wanted to press for more information, but that would have to wait. The truth would come out eventually, even if he had to dig a while to find it.

      Mom gave him a hug before pushing him out the door.

      Zeke shoved earbuds in before getting on the bus. No music played, but at least he could pretend not to hear the wrestlers making fun of him.

      Luckily, Wynn was also taking the bus today.

      Zeke plopped down next to him and pulled out the earbuds.

      “Rough morning?” Wynn dog-eared his sci-fi novel and shoved it in his bag.

      “My family sucks.”

      “Join the club.”

      Zeke slumped lower in the seat, as if that would keep him from hearing the insults aimed at them. “What’d yours do?”

      Wynn sighed dramatically. “You know how I told you about my dad’s new girlfriend?”

      “The one with the big mole on her chin?”

      “No. That was the last one. This one has the big ears and tries to be cool. She started playing HardCorps. Sent me a friend request and everything. Dad says I have to accept.”

      “Lame.”

      “Exactly. So, why does your family suck this week?”

      “Nothing new. Hadley gets away with murder. I swear, if she really did kill someone, she’d never get in trouble for it.”

      “At least you don’t have to deal with stepsisters.” Wynn rolled his eyes. “Mine are straight out of a nightmare.”

      “I thought your mom was going to divorce that guy.”

      “No. Now they’re in love again.”

      “How are we expected to put up with all of this stuff?”

      Wynn shrugged. “Got me. What did Hadley do this time?”

      “Nobody will tell me, but she gets to skip again.”

      “We need to get her to tell us her secrets.”

      “I wish.” Zeke glanced up at the rearview mirror to make sure the driver wasn’t watching, then opened the toaster pastry. The foil yelled almost louder than all the kids around him.

      “No breakfast?” Wynn lifted a brow.

      “Nothing.” He slouched lower and scarfed it down as fast as he could.

      Hopefully he’d know what was going on with his family by the time he got home.
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      Brad turned down the police scanner so Hadley wouldn’t hear it if she woke. If he hadn’t been plagued with dreams about Nate’s death, he’d still be asleep too, instead of locked in his office. But even though he’d taken so many precautions scrubbing the blood and dumping the body, there was still the chance of numerous things going wrong. He normally put more time and effort into the planning stage than the actual killing.

      But this was a whole different beast. His baby girl had done the deed. Accidentally.

      He could not let her get caught. That family had been threatening her. Trying to pin a murder on Brad.

      It was no wonder she’d lashed out. He couldn’t say he’d have done anything differently if he’d been in her shoes.

      Now he would put all of his training and experience to good use, for her sake.

      So far, there was no mention of Nate’s disappearance. He refreshed his social media feed. Still nothing. Checked several of the major news sites. Nothing, but that wasn’t surprising. They would hardly cover a teen staying out all night. That had to be a common occurrence.

      He leaned closer to the scanner. Just a home invasion and a collision on the freeway.

      Brad rested his eyes and tried to ignore the exhaustion squeezing every inch of his body. Maybe he should give in and try to get some more sleep. He’d only had a few hours, and he’d need to be on top of his game if anyone came asking questions.

      But first, he needed to check on Hadley.

      She was sound asleep.

      Relief washed through him, and he trudged back to his bed. Checked social media one more time. Then fell asleep the moment his head hit the pillow.

      When he woke, bright light shone through the blinds. He felt far more rested than before.

      Just past noon. A few more hours of sleep had been just what he needed.

      He got up and checked on Hadley again.

      She was in bed, scrolling on her phone.

      “How’d you sleep?”

      “Horrible. I kept waking up.”

      Brad rubbed her shoulders. “I had a lot of frustrating dreams myself.”

      Hadley stared at him, her eyes huge with fear. She looked more like the little girl she used to be than the seventeen-year-old she was. “I don’t want to go to jail, Daddy.”

      His heart shattered. “You won’t. I’ll make sure of that.”

      “How?”

      “Nobody’s going to find the body. And without that, they can’t possibly link you to his death.”

      “I was the last one to see him alive.”

      “There’s no way to prove that.”

      “What about all the blood?” She squeezed a blanket, making her knuckles whiten.

      “It’s gone from the park. I’m going to burn our clothes and the knife to ash.”

      “How? Don’t you need special equipment to get it hot enough?”

      He patted the top of her head as he rose. “You’re too smart for your own good.”

      “Well?”

      Brad pictured the incinerator in a secret room at work behind Kurt’s office. “I have access to the necessary equipment.”

      Hadley didn’t look like she believed him.

      “I don’t want you worrying about anything.”

      “What if something goes wrong? Will you tell me?”

      “Of course.”

      She narrowed her eyes.

      “I will.”

      “Okay.”

      “You’re feeling okay? No bleeding?”

      Hadley shook her head. Then she looked away quickly.

      “What’s the matter?”

      “Nothing. I’m fine.”

      Brad snorted. “When a woman says she’s fine, the opposite is often true. What’s going on?”

      She played with a strand of hair. Didn’t look at him.

      “Hadley.”

      “Okay, okay.” She finally turned to him, tears welling. “Nate’s blood got in my mouth and eyes. What if I got a disease?”

      She hadn’t mentioned that before. “Did he have a disease?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Did he have a reputation for sleeping around?”

      “The opposite, actually.”

      “Was that true?”

      Hadley shrugged.

      Brad drew a deep breath. “The fact that he wasn’t known for getting around is a good sign.”

      “But how will I know? I don’t want to have that in the back of my mind all the time.”

      “We’ll get you tested. When’s your next appointment?”

      “I don’t know, but I don’t want to wait that long. I want to go today.”

      Brad paced.

      What else could possibly go wrong?

      “Dad?”

      “Let me look into it.”

      “Look into it? Can’t you just take me to that blood draw place at the hospital?”

      “You still need a doctor’s order. People can’t just walk up and get any blood work they want.”

      “Why not?”

      He drew a deep breath. “Doctors have to read the report. Like I said, I’ll see what I can do. I need to think of a reason to give for wanting the test — something other than the fact that a dead kid’s blood got in your mouth.”

      “Don’t say that so loud!”

      “Nobody else is home.”

      “Just say I’m concerned. I’m a pregnant teenager, so they probably won’t even question it.”

      “Do you want to make the appointment?”

      Hadley’s face paled. “No.”

      “You want to raise a baby, but you can’t make an appointment?”

      She folded her arms. “I haven’t decided if I want to raise it or not. All I know is I don’t want to get rid of it. The baby is all I have left of⁠—”

      His phone rang: Kurt.

      “I have to take this.” Brad walked toward the door. “I suggest you call your own doctor in the meantime.”

      Hadley said something, but he was already in the hallway. He closed the door between them and accepted the call.

      “Brad here.”

      No response. But the call had already gone to voicemail.

      Brad marched to his office to think.

      Now they had to worry about Hadley having gotten a disease from Nate. What if she accidentally let it slip why she was worried? She was under so much stress, it could happen.

      And he’d told her to call her doctor.

      He raced back to her room. “Did you call yet?”

      “You haven’t given me any time.”

      “Just let me or Mom handle it. You should focus on resting.”

      “Why’d you change your mind?”

      “Because you need take it easy. You have enough to deal with as it is.”

      “Okay.”

      “Just don’t tell anyone anything about any of this.”

      She looked at him like he was crazy. “Why would I do that? I could go to jail!”

      “Exactly. You can’t let it slip out. Remember our story?”

      “Yes.”

      “Good. Stick with that. Don’t bring up Nate with anyone, ever.”

      “Trust me, I won’t.” Her voice cracked. “I don’t even want to think about him.”

      Brad’s phone buzzed with a text.

      Kurt telling him to call back immediately.

      Of all the days.

      He wrapped his arms around Hadley. “This will all work out. Nobody’s going to find Nate, or any evidence of what happened. I triple-checked everything.”

      His phone buzzed again.

      “Do you need to answer that?”

      “Kurt can wait. I need to know you understand what I’m telling you.”

      “You don’t think anyone will find out about Nate.”

      “It’s a fact — not just something I think.”

      She sighed.

      “Do you trust me?”

      “How do you know?”

      He couldn’t blame her for doubting. She didn’t know that he was an assassin, rather than a knife salesman. “I have some experience in the matter.”

      She lifted a brow. “You do?”

      His phone buzzed again.

      He tossed it toward her door. “Yes.”

      “How?”

      His phone rang.

      Brad resisted the urge to stomp on it. That would only add to his problems.

      “What kind of experience?” Hadley asked.

      His mind raced for a simple answer. “You know I give knife safety trainings, right?”

      “Yeah, but what does that have to do with anything?”

      His phone rang again.

      “Maybe you should get that.”

      He tugged on his hair. “Kurt can wait. You’re more important. What was I saying?”

      “Knife safety trainings have something to do with hiding bodies.”

      “No, not hiding bodies. Blood. It all comes down to the blood. I know how to clean it from things so it leaves no trace.” That was the simple answer. He didn’t feel like explaining luminol and black lights.

      “So, you used bleach at the park?”

      He shook his head. “That isn’t as thorough as everyone thinks. Can you just trust that I have this handled? I know what I’m doing, but I don’t have the time to explain everything.”

      His phone rang again as if to prove his point. “I’m going to get that. Do you trust me?”

      “I guess.”

      He gritted his teeth. “That doesn’t sound very convincing.”

      “I never thought of you like that.”
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